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I had hoped all along that I would not have to liquidate my apartment To break up my home seemed to me like giving in to evil premonitions If things were scarified by German bullets, they were stall in their places, and one could pretend that life was normal and that this was still a home But the upper floors were too exposed to destruction to be livable
Scholar and Andrew, while off duty, came to help rne pack.
"O, Mother of Bad Inventions!" Andrew exclaimed, looking at the holes m the walls and the shattered door to the balcony of my room. "This is a nice, airy summer apartment, no doubt about it The landlord ought to raise your rent, Aneri, for the latest Improvements/*
I packed our clothes into suitcases and put the books in large wooden cases. My paintings, wrapped and tied, I decided to take down to the cellar, I hesitated at the drawers of my desk, full of letters from my late husband, some photographs and a few otiher souvenirs more important to me than anything else in tie whole apartment I wanted to have them all in one package, which I could take wherever I went But there was nothing handy for the purpose.
Til do it kter * I told Scholar
He said nothing, but I felt his thought- "Perhaps there'll be no later"
Standing on the piano, in Barbarka's room there was a picture of me. From the hall I saw Scholar discreetly tucking it away in his pocket Obviously, he did DC* want to be seen.
Several neighbors had together planned to tale part of the cellar space and wall up all their more precious belongings there. My neighbor across the hall was moving downstairs practically all her possessions, even tbe furniture*
"You see," she explained, *even if the whole building